Apple blossoms under

Hills of Lacedsemon,
With the snow beyond them

In the still blue air.
To the swan who hid them

With his wings asunder.
Than the breasts of Leda,

Were not lovelier!

Of the tales that daughters

Tell their poor old mothers^
Which by all accounts are

Often very odd;
Leda's was a story

Stranger than all others.
What was there to say but:

Glory be to God?

And she half believed her,

For she knew her daughter;
And she saw the swan-down

Tangled in her hair.
Though she knew how deeply

Runs the stillest water;
How could she protect her

From the winged air?

Why is it effects are

Greater than their causes?
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